Those Quarrelsome Bonapartes
state had titles; and Eugene became in turn Duke of
Leuchtenberg, Prince of Eichstadt, of Venice, and viceroy
of Italy. Even Fouche was hailed as the Duke of Otranto.
By this distribution of prizes often a double purpose
was served. Each marshal was thus made immortal with
the field on which he had won his spurs; and since these
victories were also Napoleon's, the emperor was inex-
tricably linked up with his battles and marshals. They
were so many gaily caparisoned steeds which he could
drive like a multiple tandem down his boulevards of
glory. Nor did it hurt in Paris. Each Frenchman felt
that he shone in a sort of reflected luster.
So only Lucien remained unblessed, back in Rome, with
his mother, who, Napoleon thought, had scorned him,
and who sat by her window calculating her securities
against that rainy day when her world-bestriding son
would be unfortunate and perhaps have need of her again.
And as never had he distributed so many prizes and
ribbons, so never had he written so many letters. Post-
marks and addresses varied widely, but the burden was
usually admonitory. There were, for instance:
A rebuke to Louis, on his Dutch throne—about Hor-
tense: "I have a wife in her forties; yet from the battle-
field I bid her go and dance. But you expect a girl in her
twenties to live like a nun, to be always the nurse, wash-
ing the baby."
A hint to Berthier, chief of staff: "You must give up
your bachelorhood and its selfish ease. I desire that you
marry and fittingly. I have some one in mind."
Advice and a cup to Eugene in Rome: "I am sending
you a cup with a portrait painted on it. It is that of a
pretty princess whom, for your own interests and those
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